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"There's lie whispers and little games and little crap that goes on 

But when it comes down to a problem, something serious going on, we go to each other, and there's no bullshit 
When there's something serious being talked about, its not talked about with the other guys or with anybody else 
Its like an unwritten law. 

And | definitely like that." 


James Hetfield, 1993 


Before a big gig, Lars never gets drunk, never takes stuff, and always go to bed fairly early (for his 
standards). 


That's the ritual he's always respected and, so far, it has worked perfectly for him: that's why he is already 


in his hotel room. 


Hair puffed in every direction by the hairdryer, he lazily blows them off his face, while sitting on the bed, 
toweling his still slightly damp feet. 


That's when they knock. 


Lars ignores it -if it were urgent, like management urgent, they would have called on the direct line, so it must 


be something that can be done tomorrow- and watches his toes, wiggling them slowly. 

Is it time to cut his nails again already? 

Whatever it is, it can wait. 

The knocking doesn't stop but the rolling of his eyes is interrupted by a voice. 

"C'mon, man! | know you are still awake: open up." 

His eyes shoot up to the door. 

May it be muffled, slightly slurred or nasal: Lars Ulrich knows James Hetfield's voice when he hears it. 
He starts banging- palm open and smacking against the wood, swinging. 

Lars is already up and walking, humid towel still in hand. 

"Lars! Open up!" 

(that is not really a debate, not with myself at least) 

The door unlocks and they are face to face. 

Lars gives him a onceover and concludes what he'd already understood by hearing his voice. 
(its james) 

He is drunk, tired, sniffling after walking back from the pub in the cold air of the night- 


(i cant leave him out) 


-but still wired. 
Gt would be a stupid thing to do) 
So he steps aside, hand still on the knob, waiting to lock the rest of the world outside. 


(to the person who has always been in) 


Fine, sue him: Lars likes to take care of James, but that doesn't mean that he will let it fuck up his plans. 

A quick, light tactic; their favorite shared strategy, to be honest: cutting the bullshit. 

And in this scenario ‘bullshit means letting James take his time, let him try to coax Lars into drinking together, 
into listening to at least a couple of records, to have noise and chatter and distraction in his ears- till he 
passes out. 

Because that's what James wants and at the moment can't have: sleep. 

Same thing here, dude. 


So why not get directly to that the way Lars was programming to? 


That's why -when James is already inside, already barefoot and already opening a bottle- Lars just sits on the 
bed and casually says- 


"Wanna a blow job?" 


His naked ass is sitting -heavy and round- on your bare chest. 
His tights close and tunnel your vision, leaving only him and his cock in the room. 
You open your mouth and grip his ass cheeks. 


He slips in slowly -one hand on his dick, guiding it down; one on your jaw, the thumb still on the corner of your 


mouth, feeling it stretching, for the entire time. 


When he is half-way in, your fingers tighten the grip pushing him forward. 


He cants up, and you let your jaw go, feeling saliva already leaking out. 


His hands go to the bed's headboard for balance and leverage; then he stays there, shoulders tilted back, eyes 


on the ceiling, rocking in a slow tempo inside your mouth -just in the moment, as James can sometimes be. 
This is what a wild James Hetfield is like. 


There are two side of it. The incontrollable one: the fun, unpredictable one; the one that force ownership, 


daring the world to say no. 

And the other one... this one. 

You know that no one would call this wild -he seems collected, calm. 
But you've never seen a wild thing feeling sorry for itself. 

And this James? He is not feeling sorry. 

Shame is not a concept in his world -not right now. 

There is nothing to prove, there is no taking because there is no owning: things are. 
And your mouth is warmwettightsafe. 

(You get to have this, to see.) 

(You get both sides, you are giving him this) 

(But- you always want more) 


(So, you push) 


He goes still, for a second, and then his head drops down, hair curtaining and lasering his gaze towards you. 
You just blink, like nothing happened, and keep doing /t 


Spreading wide on his ass cheeks, your fingers knead, grip -digging enough to let him feel pressure- and then 


draw apart so. very. slowly. 


Bit by bit, until the skin is stretched thin -you know he feels the pull right there, the tingling traveling down to 
his hole. 


Right then you push him forward, inside you, gradually, and suck lazily. 


He lets you, unmoving, watching you while- what does he think this is? just you fucking yourself? you using 
him to do so? 


(Are you thinking about control now, James?) 


He just looks at your eyes -your mouth- as you keep this wave gently rocking, until you let one finger slip a 
bit, grazing his pucker. 


His body seizes, not flinching, but his tights tense around your head. 
Ah, now we are back 
Now the wild thing is wary. 


His eyes pin yours and you let him see, you do it again and you let him see that it's not casual, you are doing 


this. 

(what are you gonna do?) 

(you gonna let me?) 

(you know what it means if you let me) 

Gf eee ha 

And, oh, he is letting you do this. 

His eyebrows are frowned, but he is not moving an inch. 

You slowly caress his hole and outline a slight pressure, not dropping his gaze; and he takes it. 


You are almost giddy with it, with how you kinda feel it twitch against your tip -is it just wishful thinking? Are 
you really feeling it? 


You want so much more, to feel- 


And then you notice his hands: they are rigid, still, white anchors gripping the bedpost; and the moment 


recognize what that is, you can't stop a smirk and a snort. 


Admittedly, they come out distorted by the heavy use your mouth and throat are under, but James catches 
it, and he stiffs. 


And you are now trying not to giggle around his junk at the absurd thought of attempting to explain to him 
that him fucking your face with a finger barely up his ass is reminiscent of him trying to rockstar a stage 


without a guitar. 


If it wasn't such a bother to disentangle yourself from the position and if his tights weren't squeezing you 
even more now in retaliation, you would try to run it by him. 


(go fetch a V and climb back up) 
(can | request a riff?) 
(no wait, WAIT: let me hear what my mouth can make you come up with!) 


But you want to end this quickly (and still pleasantly), and that joke is not worth managing the knee-jerk 


emotional response of both of you. 
So, you hum, you make him feel it, you enjoy the pleasurable twitch in his legs and you look up. 
Still the same blond, tight tunnel up to intense cerulean eyes. 


He doesn't let the grip on your head go, almost hurting your ears with the pressure, but he doesn't do 
anything rash either. 


He is giving you the opportunity to explain yourself, not jumping to the conclusion that his head surely has 


already constructed. 
(ths, of all that has happened tonight, of his dick inside you, of your finger inside him, gets to you) 
And you feel your face softening and your hands going kind. 


Kind in the way one hand stills and rests his work; kind in how the other leaves the skin and stretches to his 


arm, his elbow. 


It lingers there and hooks two finger, pulling down so gently that's just a suggestion, while the thumb is 


intently stroking the inner tender, creased skin in half, slow, imperfect circles. 


He lets you, again: his arm goes down, your fingers ghost his and move them halfway to your face until he 
gets it. 


And he is immediately on the program. Like he instantly realized that there was a problem before, and the 
solution is exactly this. 


His thumb goes to the stretch of your mouth, your cheek and then your jaw -gripping. 


(You both hear something click) 


He comes down your throat six minutes later. 


Courtet him? 


After it's easier, calmer. 
He blinks at you from the bed, while you get up and go to the toilet. 


You shut the light in the bedroom but keep the door open and glance at him at him just once -sprawled, dick 


out, tank top on, eyes closed- while you wash your face and teeth. 


A light piss later and you are done: you come out, you discard your jeans (hard on now subsided) and let the 
bathroom door ajar, so that the warm light stripes the wall on his right. 


Except from that, the night is blue, and he is blinking slowly at you. 
You crawl sloppily on the bed and get- no, fry to get under the covers. 


You pull pull pull pull -and then he shuffles the bare minimum necessary and you finally pull out enough to get 
under. 


You sigh quietly from your nose, plop yourself on your stomach and close your eyes. 


Last thing you hear is his feet, rustling the sheets. 


Next morning is harsh and unforgiving as the fucking hotel phone ringing to tell you it's 8 am. already. 


You breathe mumbling curses on each other face -noses touching, eyes squeezed. 


